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Two Player Game 


"Shit, Dave spends too much time in this fuckin’ arcade," growled Greg. 


Sitting on a scratched and vandalized bench, Junior stared at his battered sneakers, nodding but not replying to 
his buddy's words. Dave's earlier words rolled through his mind, the ones about getting rid of Greg and 
replacing him. It tore him in two, go with his friend, or stay with Dave. 


Damn, the fiery redhead made him feel as though he was the only person alive, as though he was the most 
important person in Dave's life. Heck, he could chill with whoever he wanted, yet he'd chosen the kid from the 
farm to be his best buddy. Dave had even given him a new name. Junior. It made him smile. He finally felt 
accepted. 

"David, are you listening to me?" 


Finally he looked up, pushing the thick bangs of hair from his face. "Yeah, l'm listening.” 


Greg stood over him, hands planted on his hips. Around them, people shouted, games made noises and change 
rattled in pockets. While he normally loved the arcade, it was suddenly too loud. 


"Our jobs don't pay that much and he spends it all on booze, drugs, and in here." Greg sighed. "I'm thinking of 


going home." 

Suddenly Junior was on his feet. "No! You can't do that" 

Greg gestured around himself. "Why not when this is all we've got?" 

"We've got the band." 

"No, David, we have the Dave Mustaine band. Mark my words, he'll use you and crush you under his heel." 
Junior shook his head. "No, he won't," he said, voice barely audible over the screaming noise. 


He heard Greg sigh, his voice all but lost to the noise of the arcade. "I'm going back to the apartment. Start 


sorting whether l'm gonna stay or not" 


Lifting his head, Junior watched his friend's back head for the exit, his gait determined. Greg was leaving, 
breaking their friendship. It hurt, leaving an ache in his heart. But he had to look ahead, remember why he 


came to Calli. 


Walking away from the ratty seating area, Junior wandered the rows of machines. Nearly every one had a 
small group of people gathered around them. Lights flashed and the sounds filled the air. The building stank of 
greasy food and testosterone. 


He walked until he spotted the tall, lean figure. Sunset hair spilled down its back in thick, corkscrew waves. One 
leg was bent, knee resting against the machine the figure was playing. Leaning cautiously against the side of 


the machine, Junior watched. 


Dave's attention was completely focused on the game before him, his fingers flying back and forth as he fired 
at the little aliens and UFO's. They disappeared in a little burst of white pixels, the thudding 8-bit music slowly 
increasing in tempo with each destroyed row of aliens. From the high score and the three remaining lives, it 
looked as though Dave was doing well. 


More than well. He was doing fantastic! The numbers kept racking up, changing by the second. And, while the 


aliens took aim at the cannon, every shot they landed missed as Dave skillfully moved the cannon away. 


With wide eyes, Junior watched in awe. He'd visited the arcades back in the Midwest, had wiled away his free 
time between school and playing bass in them. But he'd never been as good as this. Had never been able to hold 
onto all of his "lives" for several consecutive rounds. Mostly something, or someone, had caught his wandering 
eye and it had been game over. Quite literally, the machine gobbling his quarter as the infamous words flashed 


up on the screen 


But Dave was in a whole other league and Junior couldn't hold back a muted "Woah" as another heated round 


started. 


His friend never looked up at him, concentration completely on killing the aliens. Pew. Pew. Pew. Die, evil aliens, 


die! 


The screen was suddenly clear of the advancing aliens, each one blasted to nothing more than pixels. In an 
instant, the black background was alive with the white, wriggling enemy, all desperate to get their slimy 
tentacles on the prize. But they didn't last long, bursts of gunfire sending them to a fiery grave. 


Finally, Dave must have seen him from the corner of his eye because he lifted an arm and gestured Junior 


closer. Silently he pointed to himself before Dave gave him an exasperated glare. 

"For fuck's sake, Junior. Move ya ass before | lose this game." 

Stepping between Dave and the machine, he turned his eyes to the screen Even in the seconds Dave had been 
distracted, he hadn't lost, his high score still flicking over. Arms wrapped around him, the fingers going back to 
the buttons of the console, Dave's strong, lean body pressing against his back. When Dave rested his head on 


his shoulder, Junior shivered, his friend's warm breath tickling his cheek. 


"You ever played this, Junior?" It was barely a whisper. 
"A little," he softly replied. 


He could feel his breath hitching before becoming heavily, Dave's closeness making him feel things he'd never 


dreamed of. 

"Put your fingers over mine." 

Reaching out, Junior stretched his fingers out and let them brush against Dave's. They moved together, killing 
the small, pixelated aliens. One after another, the flying beasts disappeared with a pfff, their remains becoming 
a small explosion A red UFO flew over them and, as expertly as any gunman, Dave blew it from the make 
believe scene. The high score had turned in to the tens of thousands and Junior felt his jaw slacken. Was there 
nothing Dave couldn't do? 

Dave's lips brushed his ear. "You ready?" 


"Me?" 


Behind him, Dave chuckled, arms momentarily tightening around him. Teeth nipped at his ear. "Yeah, you, 
numbnuts. Ready to take over?" 


"l-I can't do it." 


“course you can. Left, right, fire. It's easy." 


Taking a deep breath, he watched as Dave moved his own fingers from the controls, replacing Junior's on the 
body-warmed buttons. On the screen, the game had quickened with every alien death, the remaining enemies 
slowly getting closer to the ground, and to him. He could feel his breath tightening, coming in quick pants as he 
began to play. 


At first, his fingers fumbled with the simple controls, nearly taking several hits before he regained his 
composure. Dave's hands rested on his stomach, fingers drawing small circles against his t-shirt. It was enough 


to almost break Junior's concentration and he felt his vision begin to come and go. 


"Left. Right. Left. Left." Dave's voice brushed against his ear. "Right. Right. Right. Keep firing. Left. Left. Right. 
Left." 


Over and over he whispered instructions, the noise of the arcade fading until it became just them and the 
game. Dave's hands tightened around him, fingers lifting the hem of his shirt and pressing to his bare skin 


Remaining focused was becoming difficult and the first life was lost in a small, computerised blaze of glory. 
"Good goin’, Junior. You're not bad, are you?" Dave murmured. 

It was high praise and Junior felt himself smile, a small blaze of happiness igniting among the strange feelings 
which were beginning to surface. Feelings of warmth, of the unknown, of an odd kind of love. A love which he 
had never contemplated before. 

"Not as good as you," he managed to quietly reply. 

Dave chuckled and nipped at his throat. "You might be. One day." 


Left. Left. Right. Pew. Pew. Pew. 


He could see why Dave enjoyed it so much. It was oddly cathartic, relaxing his brain with three simple 


movements. 
Right. Right. Right. Pew. Pew. Pew. 


The second life was lost when Dave licked his neck, leaving a wet trail from his shirt to his jaw. He couldn't 
help but squirm and laugh, playfully flicking away the invading mouth. There would be time later for whatever 


Dave was cooking up. 


One arm drew up his body and to his hair, pulling away the strands which fell in front of his eyes. He barely 
noticed, eyes once again on the game. One life left, everything to lose. His fingers flew across the coloured 
buttons, expertly moving the little cannon back and forth, ducking and diving behind what remained of their 


barricades. Again and again he fired at the army of aliens, determined to save the world from potential 


domination by their evil overlords. 


No, he'd never be as good as Dave. Would never be able to hold his concentration for such long periods. Dave 
really was king of the video games, lord of the arcade, the one who could save the world from whichever 
enemy wanted to rule them. It made him proud that Dave was so good at so many things; song writing, playing 
guitar, managing the band, and now this. A little nugget of information that he'd never have known until they'd 
stepped into the testosterone soaked world of the video arcade. 


Pew. Pew. Pew. 


Lips pressed to his cheek, slowly advancing until they touched the corner of his mouth, and the third life was 
lost, crumbling to nothing as his chin was tilted away from the screen Junior felt his heart flutter as Dave 
moved him, turning him to face his flame-haired friend. He barely heard the machine announce that the game 
was over, instead gazing up into soft, hazel eyes. There was a look on Dave's face like he had never seen, as 


though some of his anger had been dashed away. 


Biting his lip, he allowed Dave to toy with his hair, brushing it behind his eyes before cupping his jaw. He wasn't 
afraid of whatever was happening. Instead, as lips finally brushed against his own, Junior felt the acceptance 


between them grow. 


Sliding his arms around Dave's neck, he gently returned the kisses, his lips parting, tongue gently touching his 
friend's. A tingle of pleasure snaked along his spine, and he quietly moaned. 


Finally, Dave pulled away, lips red and bruised. A small smile tugged at his mouth and he brushed the hair 
from their faces. "Ready, player two?" he whispered. 


Junior couldn't help it, his face breaking into a happy grin, heart singing. Standing on his tiptoes, he gave Dave 
another, fleeting kiss. "Definitely ready, player one." 


